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	What Ella Said to the Duck

**Summary: Based on the short story 'Why Will Hates Ducks'. Ella's perspective of the story, including what she said to the duck to get it to stop biting little Will's finger. After all, if she didn't talk now it would turn into a bloodthirsty beast. **

**A/N I love the short story and always wondered what Ella Herondale did say…**

"Oww!" The cry echoed through the yard and Ella Herondale stood up and made her way to the door, her fists planted firmly on her waist as she waited for Will to rush in.

And that he did, bursting through the door, a bundle of blue eyes and wild black hair. His eyes opened wide as he held up a bloody finger in horror.

"Now what is it Gwilym?" She was eight, two years older than him so she supposed she was superior enough to hear his story and fix the finger. Mum and Dad were away on business anyway, so he was her responsibility.

"The duck's evil!" His face was the perfect picture of innocence as he waved his arms dramatically.

"What did a duck ever do to you?" she asked, rolling her eyes at the nonsense.

"It bit my finger because I had no more bread. It got there last after I finished feeding the other duckies and then walked up and bit me! It was black and really big with nasty eyes!" Will explained, holding up the injured finger for her to fix. There was a small cut, with red blood dripping off it.

Ella looked at his serious little face and burst out laughing.

"It…bit…you!" She said, shaking her head in amusement. She didn't laugh often, but this was quite hilarious.

She washed the injury carefully in the kitchen sink, dragging a bench over so Will was tall enough to put his finger under the cold, icy water. Then she dried it with a bit of paper towel and bandaged it carefully, all the while Will looking up at her, admiration clear in his eyes.

"Now don't be so silly again," she shook her finger at him like their mum did and he ran off, presumably to tell Cecily the tale of how he 'Fought the Evil duck and Got Injured'.

She sighed and got back to her chores, thinking meaninglessly of ducks and injuries.

…

The next time she heard the cry of pain, she went straight to the medical kit and had a bandage ready when Will came trudging through the door, nursing his finger.

"It was waiting for me!" He exclaimed, "The Black Duck! It was standing there and before I could move, it had rushed forward and bitten me."

He thrust his bottom lip out and held out his finger. "Fix it."

She didn't reprimand him for forgetting please but silently led him to the sink where she performed the same ritual as last time.

While bandaging his finger, she looked up and asked, "What did you do to the poor creature, Will? I've never heard of a duck planning revenge before."

Will gave her a look that was almost patronising. "Nothing!" He said indignantly, chubby leg stomping on the tiles. "I just didn't have any more bread for it, so it bit me."

Ella's look was very doubting. "But why the same duck? You didn't have bread for the others."

"It's just evil," he declared triumphantly before racing out of the room, feet pounding as his cheeks flushed.

Ella went back to her studies, though her pen moved a lot slower than before as her mind wandered.

…

That night, as a precaution, she took the pack of bandages upstairs to her room along with the seraph blade. Just in case a certain waterfowl decided to pay a visit.

She tucked Will in to bed after Cecily and closed the curtains, gently shut the door and padded silently in her socks down the corridor to her own room. She had just entered it and was ready to dive into bed when she heard a yell. Not one of pain, but rather of surprise and shock.

She ran down the hallway, her black braids flying behind her, and turned the doorknob to Will's room.

Illuminated by the moonlight, he was sitting on the bed, curtains drawn opened with one dramatic finger pointing out the window. She walked purposefully over to him and followed his line of gaze. Black, beady eyes full of revenge glared back at her. The Black Mallard was back. It was in the middle of the courtyard and was sitting. It looked quite settled, in fact Ella didn't doubt that it would stay there all night. Unless she did something. Will and Ella stared at the duck through the window for several minutes until, with a toss of her head, she said, "I shall manage this," and stalked down the stairs.

She emerged from the kitchen door and strode across the courtyard to the duck. It didn't move, but stared unblinkingly back at her, beady eyes focused.

"See that little boy up there?" She questioned it, pointing up to the window where Will's face was pressed against the glass in an attempt to see better.

The duck gave an almost imperceptible nod.

"That's my little brother. He's my responsibility and don't you dare hurt him again, 'cause if you do I will hunt you down. I don't care if he hasn't got your bread. I look after him and I say that you do not bite him ever again. I've loved him and looked after him since the day he was born, when I was only two. He was so fragile and needed looking after. He's grown but I still have to watch out for him. I will not let a duck stand in my way. Do you hear me? He's my responsibility and he's under my protection. So don't ever go near him again. If I'm feeling forgiving and you don't go near him, you might even get some bread. Understand?"

The duck nodded its head and blinked its beady eyes. And with a shake of its tail feathers, was gone into the dark night.

Ella straightened up. It felt good to let that out – even to a duck. Who knows, maybe it would tell all the other ducks to not bite Will.

She turned abruptly, chiding herself for her silly thoughts and went inside up to Will's room.

He looked up at her with enormous eyes, "What did you do?" he asked breathlessly.

"We came to an agreement, the duck and I." Her smile was one of satisfaction, maybe even smugness. After all, it's not every day you threaten a duck bully.

"What kind of agreement?" His eyes gazed up at her adoringly, and she felt warmth and love spread through her chest at the sight of him.

In a moment of weakness and love, she swept aside his curly tangle of hair and kissed his forehead ever so gently, putting all her care into one simple gesture of family affection.

"Nothing you need to worry about, _cariad. _Go to sleep." She pulled his blankets up and left his room, taking a long glance at her sleeping brother, resting like an angel, before she shut the door. He would be safe now. And that's all that mattered to her.


End file.
